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If  I  could  only  follow, 

Little  son,  little  son, 

Your  way  by  hill  and  hollow 
Till  your  long  road’s  done! 

You  have  so  many  miles  to  go, 

So  many  things  to  meet 
Where  I  can  never,  never  guide 

Your  careless  feet.  ...  . 

Will  they  know  you  true  and  kind, 

The  stranger-girls  you  find 
When  you  journey  from  your  mother 
Where  the  world’s  roads  wind? 

But  I  can  only  strive  to  build  you  strong  and  wise 
Before  yoyr  path  leads  far  from  me  and  childhood  dies. 
If  I  could  only  find  you, 

Baby-girl,  baby  girl, 

WThen  colored  world-lights  bind  you 
And  world-dances  whirl ! 

But  you  will  only  laugh  to  stand 
And  greet  the  careless  hour 
When  love  shall  take  your  willing  hand 
And  show  the  world  in  flower.  .  .  . 

Will  the  man  you  love  that  day 
Keep  you  safe  and  glad  and  gay 
When  you  journey  from  your  Mother 
Down  the  old,  new  way? 

But  I  'can  only  strive  to  build  you  fair  and  true 
Before  you  pass  too  far  to  heed  my  love  for  you. 

— Margaret  .Widdemer. 


MOTTO:  Your  Title  to  Honor ;  — SERVICE 
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The  Passing  of  Dr.  Perin 


Since  the  December  issu£  of  Girls,  its  editor,  and  founder  of 
the  Franklin  Square  House,  Dr.  George  L.  Perin,  loved  by  all  who 
knew  him,  passed  into  the  “Great  Unknown.”  There  is  so  much 
we  want  to  say  about  this  “friend  to  girls,”  that  we  find  it  hard  to 
remain  silent.  The  service  held  immediately  after  his  death,  and 
the  memorial  held  at  the  Beacon  Universalist  Church  on  the  follow¬ 
ing  week,  showed  in  what  great  esteem  he  was  held  in  the  minds  of 
those  who  knew  him  best.  A  fuller  account  of  these  services  will 
be  given  in  the  next  issue  of  Girls,  before  which  time  his  own 
Franklin  Square  House  family  are  to  have  a  memorial  service  in 
Haynes  Hall  on  Sunday  evening,  February  5th,  at  7  o’clock,  to 
which  his  friends  are  cordially  invited. 

There  will  be  so  much  to  be  said  of  him  in  the  February  issue, 
that  we  are  happy  to  print  in  this  number  two  of  the  testimonials, 
chosen  from  among  many  of  those  sent  to  his  beloved  wife,  by  his 
life  long  friends.  Dr.  Perin  was  so  much  bigger  than  “editor”  of 
this  little  paper!  So  much  bigger  than  “founder”  of  the  Franklin 
Square  House !  His  greatness  began  as  a  boy,  and  grew,  and 
grew, — with  each  successive  year,  as  he  passed  from  college  into 
the  broader  life  of  service. 

C.  Ellwood  Nash,  a  friend  since  college  days,  says  of  him : 

“A  mighty  man  has  fallen.  I  cannot  think  of  him 
except  in  terms  of  eminence.  No  single  star  could  sym- 
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bolize  him.  Only  a  constellation  could  figure  the  ex¬ 
traordinary  assemblage  in  him  of  high  qualities.  He  was 
great  in  vision,  in  conception,  in  planning,  in  organizing, 
in  campaigning,  in  executing ;  great  in  straight  driving 
force,  great  in  tact  and  finesse,  great  in  enthusiasm,  in  stay¬ 
ing  power,  great  in  council,  great  in  leadership,  in  tender¬ 
ness,  great  in  loyalty,  in  catholicity,  in  courage,  in  patience. 

A  giant  among  men :  a  hero  among  women :  a  captivator 
of  children :  wonderful  among  youth :  wonderful  afnong 
the  aged.  Big  in  sports  :  big  in  hard  work  :  a  big  Christian  : 
a  big  patriot :  big  in  voice,  in  gesture,  in  gait,  in  carriage : 
superb,  masterful,  noble,  brilliant, — everywhere  democratic. 

In  manner  and  in  every  fibre  he  was  fitted  by  the 
charm  and  majesty  of  his  personality  to  stand  among  kings. 

He  was  a  man !  'Take  him  for  all  in  all,  we  shall  not  look 
upon  his  like  again.  He  leaves  ^  record  behind  him  hard 
to  equal.  Monuments  of  splendid  accomplishment.  Work 
unfinished  according  to  his  dream,  but  destined  by  its  vital 
urge  to  continue  and  to  grow.  From  humble  beginnings 
he  attains  these  heights,  and  his  name  shall  be  a  watchword 
to  children,  and  children’s  children.  I  thank  God  that  for 
a  generation  I  was  permitted  to  be  his  Pythias.” 

And  from  his  Japanese  friend,  Benzo  Mitsui,  of  the  firm  of 
Mitsui  Co.,  comes  the  following  message: 

My  dear  Mrs.  Perin  : 

On  behalf  of  kinsmen,  each  of  whom  grew  into  man¬ 
hood  within  the  sheltering  home  of  Dr.  Perin,  it  is  my 
solemn  privilege  to  render  tribute  to  that  good  man.  Five 
of  my  kinsmen  in  all,  Mr.  Takanaga,  Mr.  Takamichi,  Mr. 
Takahisa,  Mr.  Takahada,  and  Mr.  Takateru  Mitsui — to¬ 
gether  with  Miss  Sugako  Mitsui,  who  afterward  married 
Mr.  Takamichi — in  succession  passed  under  the  broadening 
and  benignant  influence  of  Dr.  Perin,  to  take  up  their  ca¬ 
reers  equipped  in  character  and  education  for  the  battle 
of  life. 

Dr.  Perin  welcomed  these  young  strangers  from 
Japan,  not  because  they  came  from  overseas  to  a  country 
where  they  were  friendless  and  lone.  He  welcomed  them, 
not  because  he  was  chairman  of  the  trustees,  and  a  chief 
ornament  of  Dean  Academy.  He  did  welcome  them  from 
a  broad  and  noble  humanity,  which  was  his  chief  charac- 


“GIRLS 


*  t 


3 


teristic  as  educator  and  as  scholar.  There  are  educators 
in  abundance ;  and  the  routine  of  an  education  is  early  for¬ 
gotten.  It  is  the  educator,  who  like  Dr.  Perin,  informs  his 
pupils  with  noble  attributes  of  character,  who  lives  on  in 
affection  and  whose  precepts  guide  his  pupils  through  life. 

Dr.  Perin  was  of  that  American  group  Who,  through 
their  pupils,  had  immense  influence  on  the  formative 
growth  of  Japan.  In  this  respect,  if  in  no  other,  he  has 
reared  unto  himself  an  enduring  monument,  not  only  in 
the  affections,  though  his  is  much,  but  in  opportunity  for 
useful  service  by  my  countrymen.  In  this  sense,  also,  his 
work  and  his  memory  will  endure.  His  example  and  image 
graven  on  the  hearts  of  my  kinsmen,  his  scholars,  is  one, 

I  think,  for  his  posterity  to  follow. 

Benzo  Mitsui. 

What  our  friend  from  Japan  has  said;  what  the  life  long  friend 
from  the  far  West  has  written,  are  but  expressions  of  the  love  and 
admiration  which  dominates  every  heart  which  really  knew  our  dear 
“father  and  friend.”  We  shall  never  think  of  him  as  dead.  We 
shall  not  think  of  him  as  resting.  We  shall  think  of  him  as  having 
gone  on  into  a  broader  and  more  splendid  service,  for  his  watch¬ 
word  to  us  all  was, — “Your  title  to  Honor ;  Service.” 

A  GREAT  MAN’S  REWARD 

From  out  of  the  midst  of  life’s  problems, 

He’s  gone  to  the  “Great  Unknown” : 

But  deep  in  the  hearts  that  have  loved  him, 

He  still  is  our  very  own ! 

His  spirit  will  always  be  with  us; 

His  love  we  shall  always  feel ; 

His  work  will  continue  to  flourish, 

Approved,  blessed,  and  signed  by  God’s  seal ! 

So  we  must  not  mourn  for  our  loved  >one, 

Though  our  loss  no  words  can  tell, 

But  rejoice  that  God  in  His  goodness, 

Has  at  last  made  our  loved  one  well! 

Mabel  S.  Worcester. 
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GUESTS  WHO  PASSED  ON 


This  has  been  a  month  of  real 
sorrow  at  the  Franklin  Square 
House.  Three  of  our  guests  have 
been  taken  from  us.  On  Decem¬ 
ber  15,  Esther  Jaffer,  a  student  at 
Boston  University,  was  obliged  to 
undergo  an  operation  for  appendi¬ 
citis  at  one  of  the  best  private 
hospitals  in  the  city,  but  was  un¬ 
able  to  recover.  An  ambitious 
young  woman  of  20  years,  cour¬ 
ageous  in  bearing  a  physical  dis¬ 
comfort  without  complaint,  until 
it  was  too  late,  she  passed  away 
December  21st.  She  had  been 
with  us  for  but  two  months,  and 
we  did  not  know  her  well,  but 
our  hearts  go  out  in  tender  sym¬ 
pathy  to  the  lonely  mother  and 
other  members  of  her  family. 

On  January  9th  Maria  S.  Bald¬ 
win,  one  who  was  very  dear  to  us, 
and  who  for  forty  years  has  been 
prominent  in  the  Agassiz  School 
in  Cambridge,  passed  suddenly 
and  most  unexpectedly  from  our 
midst.  She  has  been  a  guest  of 
the  Franklin  Square  House  for 
more  than  ten  years,  and  with 
modesty  and  graceousness  she 
went  in  and  out  among  us.  Un¬ 
assuming,  generous,  full  of  wit  and 
unusually  intelligent,  this  brilliant 
woman  was  a  source  of  great  joy 
to  all  who  knew  her  best.  In  the 
early  days  of  the  House,  ever  ac¬ 
tive  in  service  to  promote  our  in¬ 
terests,  and  loyal  and  full  of  ap¬ 
preciation  to  the  very  last,  the 
Franklin  Square  House  feels  it  has 
been  honored  to  have  her  as  a 
guest. 


She  has  gone  and  we  will  miss 
her: 

There  will  be  one  vacant  chair, 
But  our  thoughts  are  rich  with 
memories, 

Of  her  spirit,  splendid — rare! 
Kind  and  fair  in  all  her  judgments, 

Keen  of  wit — a  brilliant  mind, 
Mongst  friends  here,  and  over 
yonder, 

Ne'er  a  truer  will  we  find! 

Yes,  we’ll  miss — but  most  not 
mourn  her! 

Free  she  is  from  all  hard  strife. 
Glad,  we  are  that  we  have  known 
her! 

Let  us  emulate  her  life! 

On  Wednesday,  January  11th, 
another  young  life  went  over  into 
that  land  from  which  no  traveler 
returns.  First  coming  to  us  some 
three  years  ago,  Hilda  Lagergren 
found  a  warm  place  in  our  hearts. 
Full  of  energy,  healthy  and  strong, 
she  was  interested  in  those  things 
in  life  which  young  girls  love.  De¬ 
pendent  upon  her  own  resources, 
next  to  the  oldest  of  ten  children, 
she  had  been  a  help  and  comfort 
to  her  family.  Her  friends  loved 
her  for  her  generosity  and  good 
nature,  and  her  going  has  caused 
a  sadness  in  the  hearts  of  her 
pals.  We  shall  miss  her  sunny 
smile  and  our  deepest  sympathy 
goes  out  to  her  sorrowing  family. 


OUR  HOSPITAL 


It  is  when  we  have  passed 
through  some  sad  experience  like 
the  death  of  one  of  our  girls,  that 
the  guests  of  the  F.  S.  H.  fully 
appreciate  its  hospital.  Much 
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more  do  the  parents  of  our  girls 
feel  grateful  During  the  brief  ill¬ 
ness  of  Miss  Lagergren,  our  Hos¬ 
pital  staff  served,  not  only  with 
skill  and  care,  but  with  tenderness 
and  sympathy.  Had  it  not  been 
for  our  equipment,  our  devoted 
Dr.  Pond,  and  our  faithful  nurses, 
who  spared  not  themselves,  this 
young  life  would  have  been  but  a 
“case”  in  a  ward  in  some  large 
hospital.  Though  the  life  could 
not  be  saved,  she  went  out  sur¬ 
rounded  by  those  who  love  girls, 
and  who  saw  that  every  possible 
attention  was  given  to  the  sorrow¬ 
ing  parents  who  were  with  her. 

Friends  of  the  Franklin  Square 
House,  our  Hospital  alone,  is  a 
wonderful  monument  to  our  dear 
Dr.  Perin,  who  inspired  those 
friends,  who  equipped  it  in  mem¬ 
ory  of  Samuel  B.  Cruft  It  is  a 
blessing  to  many  folks  in  the 
course  of  each  year,  and  it  takes 
money  to  run,  though  our  girls 
are  made  no  charge  for  the  nurse’s 
care  or  medical  'attention.  Many 
of  them,  however,  do  voluntarily 
contribute  $1.00  per  year.  If  you 
had  a  girl  away  from  home,  living 
in  our  House,  would  you  not  be 
especially  glad  that  we  could  of¬ 
fer  her  tender,  skilled  care  in 
times  of  illness?  Our  Birthday 
Hospital  Memorial  Fund  awaits 
your  attention! 


It  is  a  supremely  happy  thing 
that  we  can  realize  love  and  music 
in  life.  Both  music  and  love  blend 
with  life  as  does  color  in  a  rain¬ 
bow.  FRITZ  KREISI  ER. 


FRANKLIN  SQUARE  HOUSE 
EVENTS 


The  vacancy  caused  by  the  death 
of  our  President,  Dr.  George  L. 
Perin,  is  to  be  filled  by  Mr.  J 
Porter  Russell,  who  since  the 
founding  of  the  House  has  been 
Clerk  of  the  Board  of  Trustees. 
Midst  our  regrets  in  losing  Dr. 
Perin,  we  rejoice  in  the  appoint¬ 
ment  of  this  new  president.  Mr. 
Russell  is  a  man  of  sympathy  and 
understanding,  and  those  who  are 
to  continue  the  good  work  started 
by  Dr.  Perin  are  especially  happy 
in  Mr.  Russell’s  appointment.  We 
all  know  he  would  have  been,  nay, 
we  may  say,  “is”  Dr.  Perm’s 
choice,  for  he  loved  the  man  and 
in  the  days  of  Dr.  Perin’s  strength, 
he  often  expressed  himself  as  de¬ 
sirous  that  his  friend  should  suc¬ 
ceed  him  in  the  position  of  Presi¬ 
dent. 


TWELVE  THINGS  TO 
REMEMBER 


(From  the  papers  of  Marshall 
Field) 


The  value  of  time. 

The  success  of  perseverance. 
The  pleasure  of  working. 

The  dignity  of  simplicity. 

The  worth  of  character. 

The  power  of  kindness. 

The  influence  of  example. 
The  obligation  of  duty. 

The  wisdom  of  economy. 

The  virtue  of  patience. 

The  improvement  of  talent. 
The  joy  of  originating. 
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THE  PINE  AND  THE  FLAX 


Just  where  the  forest  ended 
grew  a  pine  tree,  taller  and  more 
beautiful  than  all  the  others  in  the 
forest.  It  had  room  there  to  send 
out  its  beautiful  branches;  and  it 
grew  straight  and  tall,  so  that  one 
could  see  it  from  far  away.  At 
the  foot  of  the  pine  tree  the  grain 
field  began.  Here  the  farmer 
sowed  flax,  and  almost  under  the 
shadow  of  the  great  pine  tree 
there  came  up  a  slender  green 
plant.  The  pine  was  very  fond  of 
it.  Often  they  talked  together, 
and  promised  that  they  would  al¬ 
ways  be  friends. 

“How  foolish  you  are,”  said  the 
other  trees  to  the  pine.  “The  flax 
is  such  a  weak,  tiny  thing!  Why 
do  you  not  choose  a  friend  like 
yourself?” 

But  the  pine  was  loyal  to  the 
flax. 

“You  must  be  very  silly,”  said  the 
rude  weeds  to  the  flax,  “to  think 
your  friendship  is  worth  anything 
to  the  pine  tree.  You  are  not  very 
wise  or  very  strong,  and  some  day 
you  may  be  sorry  that  you  did  not 
listen  to  us.” 

“I  shall  trust  the  pine  tree,”  said 
the  flax. 

Now  the  day  came  when  the  flax 
was  pulled  up  and  made  into  linen 
cloth.  Men  came,  too,  and  cut 
down  the  pine  tree,  and  dragged 
it  away.  < 

“That  was  fine  friendship,”  said 
the  weeds  to  the  trees.  “Now  they 
will  never  see  each  other  again.” 

But  the  pine  and  flax  did  not  for¬ 
get.  In  the  city  by  the  sea  there 


lay  a  great  ship.  The  pine  was 
one  of  the  masts,  and  at  its  top 
there  waved  a  flag.  The  mast  was 
proud  of  its  place,  but  the  ship 
could  n,ot  stir  yet.  Then  there 
came  a  great  white  cloth;  that  was 
a  sail.  It  clung  to  the  mast,  and 
spread  itself  out  like  a  great  wing. 
Into  its  soft  curves  the  wind  crept, 
and  now  the  ship  was  eager  to  be 
off.  The  sail  was  made  of  the 
linen  from  the  flax  plant,  and  the 
two  faithful  friends  clasped  hands 
gladly.  Out  over  the  dancing  blue 
waves  they  went  into  the  new  life 
beyond. 

“Who  could  have  believed  it?” 
said  the  forest  trees  to  the  weeds, 
when  the  wind  whispered  it  to 
them. 

But  the  pine  tree  and  the  flax 
had  believed  it,  for  they  believed 
each  other. — Segerstadt’s  Norse 
Folk  Tales. 


THE  CHOSEN  FEW 


I  only  want  a  chosen  few 
Who’ve  stood  through  good  and 
evil  too — 

True  friendship’s  test — 

Who  only  strove  to  find  the  good. 
And  then  as  only  true  friends 
could — 

Forgave  the  rest. 


Lydia  Maria  Child  used  to  say: 
“I  think  cheerfulness  in  every  pos¬ 
sible  way.  I  hang  prisms  in  my 
window  to  fill  the  room  with  rain¬ 
bows.” 
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SOME  OF  THE  GOOD 
THINGS  COMING 

On  Tuesday,  Jan.  24,  there  will 
be  a  fine  musical  program  pre¬ 
sented  by  Miss  Genevieve  Lee,  or¬ 
ganist,  and  Mr.  Shannasey,  bari¬ 
tone. 

On  Tuesday,  Jan.  31,  Mr.  Fred¬ 
erick  Wodell  will  bring  his  Choral 
Union,  and  a  delightful  musical 
program  will  be  enjoyed. 

On  Tuesday,  Feb.  7,  our  own 
guests,  Miss  Rena  Falardeau,  so¬ 
prano,  and  Miss  Justine  Reiss, 
pianist,  assisted  by  other  talent, 
will  provide  the  entertainment.  We 
know  it  will  be  good. 

On  Feb.  14  there  will  be  a  Val¬ 
entine  Dancing  Party  from  8  to  11 
p.  m.  Great  fun  is  expected. 

We  have  just  received  word  that 
the  Stork  has  visited  the  home 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harold  F.  Kim¬ 
ball,  (nee  Mildred  Kerr)  and  left 
with  them  a  five  and  one-half 
pound  little  “Dorothy.”  Congrat¬ 
ulations. 


“Smile  once  in  a  while, 

’Twill  make  your  heart  seem 
lighter. 

Life’s  a  mirror;  if  we  smile, 

Smiles  come  back  to  greet  us; 

If  we’re  frowning  all  the  while 
Frowns  forever  meet  us.” 


GIFTS  BIRTHDAY 
HOSPITAL  FUND 

Alwin  C.  Wiederhold,  Mrs.  G.  H. 
Lawrence,  W.  W.  Spring,  Studley 
&  Emery,  Frances  M.  Robinson, 
Mrs.  Silas  E.  Buck,  Mrs.  J.  L. 
Grandin,  Florence  Fisher,  Fanny 
Dahl,  Katherine  F.  Pend. 


NOTES 


Another  new  member  has  been 
added  to  the  Franklin  Square 
House  force  in  the  person  of  Miss 
Olive  Niles,  as  Dietitian.  Miss 
Niles  comes  from  Charlemont, 
Mass.,  and  is  a  graduate  of  Sim¬ 
mons  College.  Her  interest  in  her 
work  and  desire  to  serve  make  her 
a  most  welcome  member  of  the 
F.  S.  H.  family. 


On  Sunday,  Jan.  1,  Mrs.  Lucia 
Ames  Mead  spoke  on  the  Peace 
Conference  at  Washington,  and 
reminded  our  women  of  their  ob¬ 
ligation  to  be  intelligent  citizens, 
especially  with  the  new  privilege 
of  voting. 


On  Jan.  8  Mr.  John  Kennedy 
Lacock  gave  a  stereoptican  lecture 
on  His  Trip  Through  the  Alle¬ 
ghany  ountains.  A  large  and  en¬ 
thusiastic  audience  greeted  him. 


On  Jan.  15  the  Lasell  Glee  and 
Mandolin  Clubs  gave  a  most  de¬ 
lightful  program.  Our  new  presi¬ 
dent,  Mr.  Russell,  presided,  and 
Dr.  Winslow,  principal  of  Lasell 
Seminary,  spoke  a  few  words  of 
greeting. 


On  Thursday,  Jan.  12,  Margaret 
Slattery  spoke  before  a  full  house 
in  Haynes  Hall  on  “The  End  of 
the  Road.”  It  was  an  inspiring 
talk,  and  we  wish  we  might  have 
her  again. 


8 


*  ♦ 


“GIRLS 


MR.  PRIM  COMPLAINS 


By  Henry  Ward  Beecher  in 
‘‘Eyes  and  Ears." 


Having  often  met  Mrs.  Prim  in 
society,  I  thought  her  the  neatest 
woman  in  the  world;  and  probably 
should  have  always  thought  so  if 
I  had  not,  very  strangely,  had  ac¬ 
cess  to  her  house.  For  once,  when 
I  had  praised  the  good  woman,  a 
mischievous  girl  whispered  just 
loud  enough  to  be  heard,  (exactly 
as  if  she  was  trying  to  keep  it  a 
secret,  cunning  rogue!)  “He  ought 
to  see  her  at  home  if  he  wants 
to  know  what  neatness  is.”  This 
ran  in  my  head  and  stirred  up  a 
host  of  busy  fancies  and  wonder¬ 
ing  thoughts.  “Well,  I  do  wish 
I  could  slip  in  some  time  unex¬ 
pectedly  and  see  if  this  fair  show 
is  a  pretty  piece  of  domestic  im¬ 
posture!” 

Who  knows  what  is  before  him? 
My  wishes  were  gratified.  For, 
that  very  night,  I  dreamed;  and 
Mrs.  Prim  was  the  heroine  of  my 
dream.  By  that  amazing  power 
given  unto  dreams,  I  found  myself 
the  husband  of  Mrs.  Prim — the 
very  Mr.  Prim  himself.  Me- 
thought  my  lady  had  gone  out  to 
spend  an  evening;  and  after 
sleepily  reading  a  paper  for  a 
time,  I  retired  to  rest.  Entering 
the  room,  there  lay  a  stocking 
sprawled  out  at  full  length  on  the 
floor,  its  mate  coiled  up  into  a 
dump  by  its  side,  just  as  it  was 
turned  off  the  foot.  In  the  middle 
of  the  room  stood  a  stack  of  un¬ 
derclothes,  just  as  they  had  been 


stepped  out  of.  Several  pairs  of 
shoes  and  several  widowed  ones, 
who  long  had  mourned  the  loss 
of  a  companion,  and  had,  for  grief 
doubtless,  much  run  down  at  the 
heel,  were  sprinkled  around  the 
room  promiscuously.  The  wash¬ 
basin,  its  contents  creamed  over 
with  soap,  stood  in  a  chair;  the 
towel  lying  half  in  it,  the  soap 
on  the  floor  with  a  coat  of 
dust  be-feathering  it.  The  wash- 
stand  was  covered  with  ends  of 
candles,  open  and  evacuated  snuf¬ 
fers,  scraps  of  fancy  soap,  a  case- 
knife,  a  roll  of  brimstone,  two 
tooth-brushes  colored  with  pow¬ 
der,  the  one  red,  the  other  black; 
a  shoebrush,  a  snarl  of  black  braid 
for  shoestrings,  half  a  dozen 
empty  perfume  bottles  and  a  Bible. 
The  bureau  was  as  much  beyond 
the  washstand  in  condition  as  in 
original  size.  Every  drawer  but 
one  was  open  in  different  degrees, 
like  Peel’s  sliding-scale  of  tariff. 
If  Homer  asked  help  of  the  gods 
when  beginning  his  epic,  how 
much  more  should  I?  He  had 
only  a  city  to  describe,  with  a  few 
armies,  and  the  geography  of 
earth  and  heaven;  but  I  have  a 
lady’s  bureau  and  all  its  drawers! 
The  cloth,  designed  to  cover  and 
protect  it  from  all  scratches,  had 
certainly  been  used  for  a  towel  at 
each  corner,  for  there  were  the 
finger-prints.  A  pair  of  curls,  sev¬ 
eral  unmanufactured  wads  of  va¬ 
grant  hair,  an  upset  box  of  tooth- 
powder,  two  dispersed  squadrons 
of  pins — the  one  sort  mere  light 

infantry,  the  other  full-grown 
dragoon  pins — hair  brushes,  one, 


two,  three;  two  long  combs,  one 
fine  comb,  so  old  as  to  have  lost 
many  of  its  teeth,  and  to  have 
turned  quite  gray;  pomatum  oils, 
uncorked  cologne,  mille-fleur,  lav- 
endar,  patchouli,  verveine,  and  a 
host  besides;  wristlets,  hair-bands, 
ruffles,  laces,  lockets,  rings,  thim¬ 
bles,  elongated  hairpins,  side- 
combs,  back-combs,  refuse,  curl¬ 
papers,  a  pair  of  curling  tongs  laid 
down  too  hot,  and  making  the 
cloth  to  blush  brown  under  them; 
a  bundle  of  tracts,  several  notes 
and  billets-doux,  seals,  wax,  un¬ 
rolled  and  unrolling  spools  of 
thread,  several  skeins  of  silk 
snarled  and  unsnarlable,  a  crushed 
cap  or  two,  sundry  ribbons,  an 
odd  volume  of  Hannah  More’s 
works,  the  constitution  of  a  mater¬ 
nal  society,  gloves  a  score,  black, 
white,  yellow,  blue  and  brown — 
and  all  this  just  on  top,  for  the 
drawers  are  yet  to  come!  A 
tempest  had  evidently  been  deal¬ 
ing  with  these  lower  depths,  for 
they  were  stirred  up  from  the  bot¬ 
tom.  When,  in  dressing  in  hot 
haste,  a  collar  had  been  sought, 
the  sweet  Mrs.  Prim,  beginning  at 
one  side,  forced  down  to  the  other 
end  each  article  which  was  not  the 
one  sought  for;  and  then,  return¬ 
ing,  pawed  them  all  down  to  the 
other  side.  Going  to  the  next 
drawer,  the  ceremony  was  repeat¬ 
ed.  Some  of  the  drawers  were 
emptied  into  others;  and  then  the 
contents  put  back  by  the  hand¬ 
ful  and  kneaded  down  to  their 

proper  compactness.  Once,  the 
candle,  which  was  in  a  “melting 
mood,”  was  overturned  into  a  heap 


of  fine  linens,  but  the  mischief 
was  effaced  by  shoving  the  ill- 
fated  things,  in  disgrace,  far  back 
into  the  drawer  and  deep  under 
many  companions.  Many  things 
were  torn  open  to  see  if  some¬ 
thing  else  was  not  in  them.  Stock¬ 
ings  were  unrolled  and  left;  or  a 
cotton  and  silk  one  rolled  up  to¬ 
gether,  a  black  one  and  a  white. 
This  much  for  the  bureau;  but  it 
is  only  a  hint,  and  not  a  full  de¬ 
scription. 

Out  of  such  a  chaos  Mrs.  Prim 
would  come  forth  the  sweetest- 
looking  creature  and  the  best- 
dressed  woman  in  town,  when  she 
was  going  into  company!  How 
came  she  forth  when  only  enter¬ 
ing  her  own  family?  With  hair 
spreading  in  different  directions, 
with  a  bestained  and  dirty  dress, 
half  hooked  and  half  pinned  with 
pins  black  and  white  and  with  one 
of  the  backs  of  her  dress  an  inch 
higher  than  the  other;  the  skirt 
ripped  out  of  the  gatherings  in 
spots;  an  apron  tied  on  askew,  ill- 
mated  shoes,  and  no  neck-hand¬ 
kerchief  at  all — for,  if  the  air  is 
chilly  when  stepping  out  of  doors, 
the  apron  is  drawn  around  the 
neck.  O,  what  a  waking  was  mine, 
when  morning  broke  up  the  dream 
and  divorced  me- from  Mrs.  Prim! 
Really,  I  do  not  suppose  such  a 
person  ever  lived  or  was  thought 
of,  except  in  a  dream.  If  it  ever 
were  true,  out  of  dreams,  I  do  not 
think  that  husbands  would  respect 
their  wives;  honeymoons  would 
wane,  men  would  not  love  their 
homes,  things  would  go  at  sixes 

and  sevens,  young  married  couples 
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would  grow  indifferent  to  each 
other,  wives  would  complain  that 
husbands  did  not  care  for  them, 
husbands  would  mutter  something 
about  being  “taken  in,”  both  would 
learn  to  say,,  “I  remember  the 
time,  Mr.  Prim,  when  you  would 
not  have  treated  me  so.”  “And  I, 
Mrs.  Prim,  remember  the  time 
when  you  did  not  look  so.”  .  .  .  . 

But  as  such  things  never  hap¬ 
pen,  there  is  no  use  in  writing  any 
more  about  them. 


SELL  YOURSELF  TO 
YOURSELF 

A  great  teacher  of  the  nineteenth 
century  said:  “Growth  came 

when  you  turned  your  eyes  in¬ 
wardly  one  fine  day  and  cried  with 
a  start.”  That  teacher  meant,  in 
other  words,  that  growth  could 
come  only  through  introspection — 
that  we  must  examine  ourselves 
thoroughly  and  be  able  to  sell 
ourselves  to  ourselves. 

Too  many  men  are  filling  their 
jobs  in  a  manner  not  compatible 
with  their  best  selves — filling  them 
in  a  way  that  would  not  be  accept¬ 
able  in  others.  For  the  sake  of 
argument,  suppose  a  vacancy  ex¬ 
ists  at  your  desk.  You  have  ad¬ 
vertised  for  a  successor  and  you 
are  to  select  him.  Suppose,  if  it 
were  possible,  that  you  yourself 
applied  to  yourself  for  the  job. 
Knowing  yourself  as  you  do — 
knowing  the  loyalty,  the  conscien¬ 
tiousness,  the  energy,  and  the  ac¬ 
curacy  with  which  you  are  per¬ 
forming  your  work,  would  you  em¬ 
ploy  yourself  for  that  place. 

THE  ROTARIAN. 


A  SNOW  FLOWER 

Travelers  in  Siberia  tell  of  the 
wonderful  flower  that  grows  there, 
and  which  blossoms  only  in  Janu¬ 
ary,  when  the  winter  is  at  its 
height.  The  blossom  has  some¬ 
thing  of  the  characteristic  of  the 
morning  glory,  lasting  only  a 
single  day.  The  flower  when  it 
opens  is  star-shaped,  its  petals  of 
the  same  length  as  the  leaves,  and 
about  half  an  inch  in  width.  On 
the  third  day  the  extremities  of 
the  anthers,  which  are  five  in  num¬ 
ber,  show  minute  glistening  specks 
veritable  vegetable  diamonds, 
about  the  size  of  a  pin’s  head — 
these  are  the  seed  of  a  flower.  A 
Russian  nobleman  named  Antho.s- 
koff  took  a  number  of  the  seeds 
to  St.  Petersburg.  They  were 
placed  in  a  pot  of  snow  and  frozen 
earth.  On  the  coldest  day  of  the 
following  January  the  miraculous 
flower  burst  through  its  icy  cover¬ 
ing  and  displayed  its  beauties  to 
the  wondering  scientists.  The 
plant  has  been  very  appropriately 
named  “the  snow  flower.” 


The  manly  part  is  to  do  with 
might  and  main  what  you  can  do. 
The  world  is  full  of  fops  who 
never  did  anything,  and  these  will 
deliver  the  fop  opinion  that  it  is 
not  respectable  to  be  seen  earning 
a  living;  that  it  is  much  more  re¬ 
spectable  to  spend  without  earn¬ 
ing.  The  brave  workman  must  re¬ 
place  the  grace  or  elegance  for¬ 
feited  by  the  merit  of  his  work; 
no  matter  whether  he  makes  shoes 
or  statues  or  laws. 

R.  W.  EMERSON. 
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H.  N.  MacCracken,  president  of 
Vassar  College,  says,  “Camp  Fire 
satisfies  a  real  need  in  the  life  of 
the  growing  girl.  She  needs  a 
high  ideal  expressed  through  an 
adequate  symbol,  kept  alive  by  ac¬ 
tive  service  in  concrete  and  defi¬ 
nite  ways.  This  is  just  what  a 
Camp  Fire,  when  properly  con¬ 
ducted,  does  for  her.”  The  law  of 
the  Camp  Fire  is: 


Seek  beauty; 

Pursue  knowledge; 
Be  trustworthy; 
Hold  on  to  health; 
Glorify  work; 

Be  happy. 


“She  has  beautiful  hair,”  said  a 
very  plain-spoken  old  Englishman, 
“but  I  think  of  the  head  beneath 
the  hair.”  Why  should  he  not 
think  about  both?  There  is  no 
reason  why  a  pretty  woman 
should  be  uncultivated  and  stupid. 
There  is  no  reason  why  a  learned 
woman  should  be  untidy  and 
frowsy.  Beauty  and  accomplish¬ 
ment  were  meant  to  go  together 
and  yet  if  all  stories  are  true, 
many  women  presume  upon  their 
youth  and  beauty,  and  neglect  the 
mind,  while  'others  who  are  care¬ 
ful  of  the  mind  are  so  contemptu¬ 
ous  of  the  personal  graces  that 
they  discourage  and  prejudice  and 
retard  the  reasonable  advance  of 
(womanhood.  I  am  happy  to  think 
that  this  is  becoming  a  thing  of 
the  past. 


“What  a  satisfaction  it  is  to  go 
through  life  giving  out  life  and 
hope  instead  of  despair,  encour¬ 
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agement  instead  of  discourage¬ 
ment,  and  to  feel  conscious  that 
even  the  newsboy  or  the  boot- 
black,  the  car  conductor,  the  office 
boy,  the  elevator  boy  or  anybody 
else  with  whom  one  comes  in  con  ¬ 
tact,  gets  a  little  dash  of  sunshine. 
It  costs  nothing  when  you  buy  a 
paper  of  a  boy,  or  get  your  snoes 
shined,  or  pass  into  an  elevator, 
or  give  your  fare  to  a  conductor, 
to  give  a  smile  with  it,  to  make 
these  people  feel  that  you  have  a 
warm  heart  and  good  will.  Such 
salutations  will  mean  more  to  us 
than  many  of  the  so-called  great 
things.  It  is  the  small  change  of 
life.  Give  it  out  freely.  The  more 
you  give  the  richer  you  will  grow. 
ORISON  S.  MARDEN. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS  RECEIVED 


Mrs.  Joseph  A.  Rich,  Mrs.  Clar¬ 
ence  Stickney,  L.  H.  Lovering, 
Mary  L.  Porter,  J.  A.  Ackroyd, 
Mrs.  Clara  B.  Woolls,  Helen  B. 
Stevenson,  Mrs.  Jas.  A.  Neal, 
James  Humphreys,  Mrs.  Josiah 
Jowitt,  Dr.  King,  Mrs.  Frances  A. 
Hunter,  Margaret  H.  DeWolfe, 
Robert  W.  Storer,  John  Orth,  Mrs. 

Royal  B.  Young,  Mrs.  G.  H.  Law¬ 
rence,  Mrs.  Arthur  E.  Wilson, 
Pearl  Schabacker,  Charles  Burdett, 
Georgia  Harmon,  A.  E.  Cox,  Fred 
M.  Choate,  Mary  D.  H.  Prang, 
Sarah  Robinson,  Mrs.  B.  K.  Had¬ 
dock,  Linette  Pouchet,  Rosina  Al- 
lyn,  Eveline  Joy,  Mrs.  Mary 
Leavitt,  Gertrude  Sullivan,  Miss 
Prescott. 
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OUR  CARE  OF  THE  SICK 

-  It  is  probably  generally  known  that  it  has  been  a  part  of  our 
policy  at  the  Franklin  Square  House  from  the  beginning  to  care  for 
all  our  permanent  girls  when  ill,  and  that  for  this  purpose  we  main¬ 
tain  a  well-furnished  hospital  suite  with  two  doctors  and  two  nurses. 
While  this  is  generally  Jmown,  it  is  not  so  generally  known  that  the 
doing  of  this  involves  an  annual  deficit  on  the  hospital  account  of 
approximately  three  thousand  dollars.  To  meet  this  obligation,  two 
people  in  particular  have  been  very  generous — one,  General  Cruft, 
who  originally  gave  the  furnishings  of  the  hospital,  and  Mrs.  J. 
Livingston  Grandin,  who  in  recent  years  has  been  a  very  liberal 
donor. 

If  you  will  examine  the  pledges  below,  you  will  see  that  we  have 
hit  upon  a  method  of  largely  wiping  out  this  deficit  if  our  friends 
will  see  the  importance  of  lending  a  hand.  Will  you  not  fill  in  the 
blank  of  one  or  both  of  the  following  pledges  and  send  it  to  J.  Por¬ 
ter  Russell,  11  East  Newton  Street,  Boston? 

[FORM  NO.  2] 

BIRTHDAY  HOSPITAL  MEMORIAL  FUND 

* 

I  Pledge  Myself  to  give  at  least  $1.00  at  each  recurrence  of 
my  birthday,  for  the  support  of  the  Franklin  Square  House  hospital, 
which  cares  for,  when  ill,  the  850  girls  residing  there.  My  birthday 

occurs  on . ; . (name  the  day). 

Name  and  Address . . . . . 


Note:  Please  clip  out  the  above  pledge  and  send  it  to  us.  As 
your  birthday  approaches,  we  will  remind  you  by  letter  or  postal  card. 


[FORM  NO.  1] 

BIRTHDAY  HOSPITAL  FUND 

I  Pledge  Myself  to  make  a  memorial  gift  at  each  recurrence 
of  the  birthday  of  (my  mother,  father,  wife,  husband,  son  or  daugh¬ 
ter),  for  the  support  of  the  Franklin  Square  House  hospital,  which 
cares  for,  when  ill,  the  850  girls  residing  there.  His  (or  her)  birth¬ 
day  occurs  on...... . (name  the  day). 

Name  and  Address . 


Note:  Please  clip  out  the  above  pledge  and  send  it  to  us.  As 
the  birthday  approaches,  we  will  remind  you  by  letter  or  postal  card. 


FORMS  OF  BEQUEST 


GIFT  OF  PERSONAL  ESTATE 

“I  give,  devise  and  bequeath  to  The  Franklin  Square  House 
of  Boston,  in  the  Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts,  the  sum 

of . dollars,  for  the  uses  and  purposes  of  said 

corporation.” 


GIFT  OF  REAL  ESTATE 

“I  give,  devise  and  bequeath  to  The  Franklin  Square  House 

of  Boston,  in  the  Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts,  its  successors 

* 

and  assigns  forever,  the  lot  of  land  containing  about . 

square  feet,  situated . and  bounded  and  described  as 

follows.” 


RESIDUARY  CLAUSE 

“All  the  rest,  residue  and  remainder  of  the  estates  and  prop- 
perty,  real  and  personal,  of  which  I  shall  die  seized  or  possessed, 
or  to  which  I  may  be  in  any  way  entitled  at  the  time  of  my  de¬ 
cease,  I  give,  devise  and  bequeath  to  The  Franklin  Square  House 
of  Boston,  in  the  Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts,  its  successors 
and  assigns  forever.” 


HELPING  HAND  FUND 

I  hereby  promise  to  leave  to  the  Franklin  Square  House  in 
my  will  the  sum  of  Five  Flundred  Dollars,  and  I  further  promise 
to  pay  interest  at  the  rate  of  5%  on  this  amount  from  the  date  of 
this  pledge  until  the  promised  legacy  is  paid. 

Name  . . . 


Date 


y^MONG  the  throngs  of  girls  on 
crowded  streets  at  close  of 
day  were  many  who  turned  away 
from  shop  or  store,  or  street, 
weary  but  with  beating  heart,  and 
smiles  of  gladness.  They  were 
going  home,  Others  had  no 
homes,  only  dreary,  cheerless 
stopping  places.  Tired,  too  and 
lonely,  also,  they  turned  away 
from  toil,  but  not  to  find  the  joy 
of  home.  For  such  as  these  we 
make  the  Franklin  Square  House. 


